MAIDEN CASTLE

Festydd poured it out, scummy and sticky. 'Drink
round!' he said, and they all drank, Martius making
rather a face because it was fuller of odd herb tastes
than even the most native mead he had ever come
across.

'And now we shall see the town?' said Alfenius.

The man's eyes grew filmed with sulkiness. *I
have no town/ he said, 'it is all sheep! Sheep - if
you choose to look at sheep -1 will keep the dogs
off.' He went past them into the hall, and so to the
doorway and whistled. Five shaggy grey dogs, rather
like sensible sheep themselves, came bounding up.
He stooped and whispered to them.

The Romans followed him. 'You have a fine house
here,' said Petellius, distinctly relieved at the way
things were turning out.

'It was when I built it,' said Festydd; 'there was a
bath and a red marble pillar, and pictures of hunting
on the floor and pictures of women on the walls/
He looked round as if he expected them to be there
still. The walls were damp and just splotched with
colour in places, the black and red lasting longest,
and there was some coarse broken mosaic to be seen
round the edges of the floor. Perhaps there was more
under the hard earth and dirt and caked litter they
were standing on.

Suddenly he turned and bolted back into his room,
leaving the Romans standing in the doorway. 'I
should suspect the sheep of taking more baths than
he does now!' said Alfenius.
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